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Sir! doinuice you too,you foall not fay me nay *. paitca verba. 
Away, the gentles are at their game, and we will to our re- 
creation* Exeunt, 

■Enter H erovene with a paper in his hand, ah tie* 

Hereto. The King he is hunting theDeare, 

I am coutfing my felfe, 

TheyhauepitchtaToyle,Tamtoylingin apyteh, pyteh 
that defiles ; defile, a foule wordc: Well, fet thee downe 
forrow; for fo they fay the foole iayd, and fo fay I,andlthe 
foole: Well proued wit. By theLordthisLoueisasmadd 
as Aiaxjt kills Shcepe,it kills mee, la Sheepe well prooued 
agaiHe amyfide* I will notloue ; ifldo hang mee : I’fayth 
1 will nor, O but her eye : by this light, but for her eye, I 
would notloueher; yesfor her twoeyes, WellJ do nothing 
in the world but lie, and lie in my throate, By heaucn I doe 
louc, and it hath taught me to rime, and to be mallicholie.* 
and heere is part of my Rime, and beare niy mallicholie. 
Well, Hie hath one a’my Sonnets already,the Clownc bore 
it, the Foole fent it, and the “Lady hath it : 1 weete Clownc, 
fweeter Foole, fwceteft Lady. By the worldc,! woulde not 
care a pin,if the other three were in. Heere comes one with 
a paper,God giue him grace to grone. 

He fiandes a- fide. The Kwgenvmh. 

King, Ay mee! 

Be. Shot by heauen,proceed fweet Capid,thoa haft thumpt 
him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papp : in fay th fecrets* 
King, So fweete a kitfe the golden Sunne giues not, 

T o thole frtfh morning dropps vpon the Rofo, 

A s thy eye bearnes, when their fr-efo rayfehaue fmofc 
The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flower 
Nor fliincs the filuer Moons one'halfe fo bright. 

Through the tvanfparent bofomcofthe deepe. 

As doth thy face through teares of mine giue light? 

Thou foinft in euerie teace that I do weepc, 

No drop but as a Coach doth carrie thee; 

So ridell thou triumphing in my wo. 

Do but beholdc the teares thatlwell in me, 

And they thy glorie through my griefe will fiiowt 


N -^ called Loues Labor’s lofi. 

But do not loue thy felfe,then thou wi/I kcepe 
Alyteares for glafies,and flill make me weepe. 

O Qrjeenc ©fqueenes,how farre dooll thou excell. 

No thought can thinke,nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How fhall foe know my griefes? lie drop the paper.- 
Sweeteleaues foade follie. Who is he comes heere? 

Enter Longauill. The King ftps a fide. 
What Longmll, and reading : lillen eare, 

Berow. Now in rhy likenefle, one more foole appeare. 
Long. -Ay mce! I amforfwdrne, 

Berow, Why he comes in like a periure, wearing papers. 
Long, In louc I hope,fweete fellowfoip in foame, 

Ber, One drunkard loues an other of the name. 

Long. Am I the firft that haue beenperiurd fo? 

Ber. 1 could put thee -.in- comfort, not By two that I know, 
T hou makeft the tritunpherie,the corner cap offocietie. 
The foape ofLoues Tiburne,that hanges vp Simplicitie. 

Long. I fearethefeftubborneiines lacks power tomoue,' 
O tweete eJdLaria, Emprdfe ofmy Loue, 

Thefe-numbers will I teare,and write in profit, - 
for- O Rimes are gardes on wanton Cupids hofe, 
Disfigure not his Shop. 

L ^k- , Thisfam « M go. He reades the Sonnet « 

ytJid not the heatrenly Rethorique of thine eye, 

Gamft wfipm the world cannot holde argument, 
Perfwade my hart tothis falfe periurie ? 

owes for thee broke defeme not punifoment. 

A Woman I forfwore, but I will proue. 

Thou being a Goddeffe.I forfwore not thee, 
iVly y< > - 


My Vow was earthly, thou aheauenly Loue, 

I hy grace be. nggainde, cures all difgrace in mee. 

Then?h re - r UC b r b ’ attd breath a var'o«« is. 

1 hen thou fairc Sunnc 3 which < 


Exhaiftfhi mnCj WhKh on ™y earth dooftfoine, 
txha ft tins vapour-vow in thee it is: 

If broken then it is no fault of mine; 

If by mee brokejwhat foole is not Fo wife, 

'Bern Tv an ?*,’ t0 winn a Pwadifc? 

• ff* Thu is thclyuer veine, which makesfiefo a deirie. 

•hj . A grecne 



